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How about this afternoon? No. What you’re 
really asking them to admit is, Oh my God, 
I don’t really exist. I might be gone at any 
given second.’’ 

Me too, but I hope not. I have plans. Still, 
illness led me resolutely toward the con-
templation of death. That led me to the sub-
ject of evolution, that most consoling of all 
the sciences, and I became engulfed on my 
blog in unforeseen discussions about God, 
the afterlife, religion, theory of evolution, 
intelligent design, reincarnation, the nature 
of reality, what came before the big bang, 
what waits after the end, the nature of intel-
ligence, the reality of the self, death, death, 
death. 

Many readers have informed me that it is 
a tragic and dreary business to go into death 
without faith. I don’t feel that way. ‘‘Faith’’ 
is neutral. All depends on what is believed 
in. I have no desire to live forever. The con-
cept frightens me. I am 69, have had cancer, 
will die sooner than most of those reading 
this. That is in the nature of things. In my 
plans for life after death, I say, again with 
Whitman: 

I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from 
the grass I love, 

If you want me again look for me under 
your boot-soles. 

And with Will, the brother in Saul Bellow’s 
‘‘Herzog,’’ I say, ‘‘Look for me in the weather 
reports.’’ 

Raised as a Roman Catholic, I internalized 
the social values of that faith and still hold 
most of them, even though its theology no 
longer persuades me. I have no quarrel with 
what anyone else subscribes to; everyone 
deals with these things in his own way, and 
I have no truths to impart. All I require of a 
religion is that it be tolerant of those who do 
not agree with it. I know a priest whose eyes 
twinkle when he says, ‘‘You go about God’s 
work in your way, and I’ll go about it in 
His.’’ 

What I expect to happen is that my body 
will fail, my mind will cease to function and 
that will be that. My genes will not live on, 
because I have had no children. I am com-
forted by Richard Dawkins’ theory of 
memes. Those are mental units: thoughts, 
ideas, gestures, notions, songs, beliefs, 
rhymes, ideals, teachings, sayings, phrases, 
cliches that move from mind to mind as 
genes move from body to body. After a life-
time of writing, teaching, broadcasting and 
telling too many jokes, I will leave behind 
more memes than many. They will all also 
eventually die, but so it goes. 

O’Rourke’s had a photograph of Brendan 
Behan on the wall, and under it this 
quotation, which I memorized: 

I respect kindness in human beings first of 
all, and kindness to animals. I don’t respect 
the law; I have a total irreverence for any-
thing connected with society except that 
which makes the roads safer, the beer 
stronger, the food cheaper and the old men 
and old women warmer in the winter and 
happier in the summer. 

That does a pretty good job of summing it 
up. ‘‘Kindness’’ covers all of my political be-
liefs. No need to spell them out. I believe 
that if, at the end, according to our abilities, 
we have done something to make others a 
little happier, and something to make our-
selves a little happier, that is about the best 
we can do. To make others less happy is a 
crime. To make ourselves unhappy is where 
all crime starts. We must try to contribute 
joy to the world. That is true no matter 
what our problems, our health, our cir-
cumstances. We must try. I didn’t always 
know this and am happy I lived long enough 
to find it out. 

One of these days I will encounter what 
Henry James called on his deathbed ‘‘the dis-
tinguished thing.’’ I will not be conscious of 

the moment of passing. In this life I have al-
ready been declared dead. It wasn’t so bad. 
After the first ruptured artery, the doctors 
thought I was finished. My wife, Chaz, said 
she sensed that I was still alive and was com-
municating to her that I wasn’t finished yet. 
She said our hearts were beating in unison, 
although my heartbeat couldn’t be discov-
ered. She told the doctors I was alive, they 
did what doctors do, and here I am, alive. 

Do I believe her? Absolutely. I believe her 
literally—not symbolically, figuratively or 
spiritually. I believe she was actually aware 
of my call and that she sensed my heartbeat. 
I believe she did it in the real, physical world 
I have described, the one that I share with 
my wristwatch. I see no reason why such 
communication could not take place. I’m not 
talking about telepathy, psychic phe-
nomenon or a miracle. The only miracle is 
that she was there when it happened, as she 
was for many long days and nights. I’m talk-
ing about her standing there and knowing 
something. Haven’t many of us experienced 
that? Come on, haven’t you? What goes on 
happens at a level not accessible to sci-
entists, theologians, mystics, physicists, phi-
losophers or psychiatrists. It’s a human kind 
of a thing. 

Someday I will no longer call out, and 
there will be no heartbeat. I will be dead. 
What happens then? From my point of view, 
nothing. Absolutely nothing. All the same, 
as I wrote to Monica Eng, whom I have 
known since she was six, ‘‘You’d better cry 
at my memorial service.’’ I correspond with 
a dear friend, the wise and gentle Australian 
director Paul Cox. Our subject sometimes 
turns to death. In 2010 he came very close to 
dying before receiving a liver transplant. In 
1988 he made a documentary named ‘‘Vin-
cent: The Life and Death of Vincent van 
Gogh.’’ Paul wrote me that in his Arles days, 
van Gogh called himself ‘‘a simple worshiper 
of the external Buddha.’’ Paul told me that 
in those days, Vincent wrote: 

Looking at the stars always makes me 
dream, as simply as I dream over the black 
dots representing towns and villages on a 
map. 

Why, I ask myself, shouldn’t the shining 
dots of the sky be as accessible as the black 
dots on the map of France? 

Just as we take a train to get to Tarascon 
or Rouen, we take death to reach a star. We 
cannot get to a star while we are alive any 
more than we can take the train when we are 
dead. So to me it seems possible that chol-
era, tuberculosis and cancer are the celestial 
means of locomotion. Just as steamboats, 
buses and railways are the terrestrial means. 

To die quietly of old age would be to go 
there on foot. 

That is a lovely thing to read, and a relief 
to find I will probably take the celestial lo-
comotive. Or, as his little dog, Milou, says 
whenever Tintin proposes a journey, ‘‘Not by 
foot, I hope!’’ 

Mr. DURBIN. I yield the floor and 
suggest the absence of a quorum. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. The 
clerk will call the roll. 

The legislative clerk proceeded to 
call the roll. 

Mr. DURBIN. Mr. President, I ask 
unanimous consent that the order for 
the quorum call be rescinded. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Without 
objection, it is so ordered. 

f 

MORNING BUSINESS 

Mr. DURBIN. I ask unanimous con-
sent that the Senate proceed to a pe-
riod of morning business, with Sen-

ators permitted to speak for up to 10 
minutes each. 

The PRESIDING OFFICER. Without 
objection, it is so ordered. 

f 

JACKSON, MOORE, AND NUNLEY 
NOMINATIONS 

Mr. LEAHY. Mr. President, last 
month, I spoke at the Judicial Con-
ference about the damaging effect of 
sequestration on our Federal courts 
and our system of justice. These indis-
criminate cuts are already causing 
both Federal prosecutors and Federal 
public defenders to be furloughed. The 
Administrative Office of U.S. Courts 
has done its best to address these cuts, 
but the judicial system can only 
weather the effects of sequestration for 
so long before it is irreparably harmed. 
In a letter dated March 5, 2013, Judge 
Thomas Hogan, the director of the Ad-
ministrative Office of U.S. Courts, 
wrote that the cuts from sequestration 
could not be ‘‘sustained beyond fiscal 
year 2013 and will be difficult and pain-
ful to implement.’’ He went on to note: 
‘‘The Judiciary cannot continue to op-
erate at such drastically reduced fund-
ing levels without seriously compro-
mising the constitutional mission of 
the federal courts.’’ In that same let-
ter, he wrote that sequestration will 
mean reduced funding for drug testing 
and mental health treatment, and 
fewer probation officers. 

Along the same lines, last month An-
drew Cohen wrote an article in The At-
lantic entitled ‘‘How the Sequester 
Threatens the U.S. Legal System.’’ He 
suggests that sequestration will 
threaten defendants’ constitutional 
rights, and law enforcement’s ability 
to effectively fight crime, writing: ‘‘Be-
yond a reasonable doubt, the sequester 
is having a profound and pernicious ef-
fect on the government’s ability to ob-
serve its constitutional commands— 
and to provide justice to its citizens.’’ 

I ask unanimous consent that copies 
of Judge Hogan’s letter and the article 
from The Atlantic be printed in the 
RECORD at the conclusion of my re-
marks. 

Justices Stephen Breyer and An-
thony Kennedy testified before the 
House Appropriations Committee last 
month about the impact of sequestra-
tion and budget cuts. Justice Kennedy 
said that funding for programs like 
drug testing and mental health serv-
ices is ‘‘[A]bsolutely urgent for the 
safety of society.’’ The Justices also 
noted the harm that would result from 
cuts to public defenders, as the govern-
ment would then have to pay private 
defense attorneys to provide counsel. 
Justice Breyer highlighted the addi-
tional costs to the government from 
mistakes being made in trials, includ-
ing wrongful convictions. 

These budget cuts to our courts are 
also bad for our economy. Fewer court 
staff will mean further delays for civil 
and bankruptcy cases. There are al-
ready more than 30,000 civil cases that 
have been pending for more than 3 
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